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pantomime, good for three helpings of suet pudding,
but for the rest I preferred the inside of a book to
the inside of a steam engine and never even touched
a hammer if I could avoid it.

When I say that I bought my first box of tools
only a few years ago, a light will be thrown on my
curious history. It seems as if I am becoming more
and more interested in those things that I neglected
in my boyhood. Nowadays I like to know why the
wheels go round. I have something of a passion, if
not an openly declared one, for what my friend the
etcher happily calls "gadgetry." I have not only
mended a gramophone and a typewriter, but am
frequently to be found boasting about it. As yet I
have not achieved a workshop, but I am rapidly be-
coming one of those men who do the little jobs about
the house. By the time I am an old man, I shall
probably be completely indifferent to books, having
taken to fretwork and Meccano sets. As a craftsman,
I am still a blundering novice, but the enthusiasm is
there and time will ripen all. My planing is still con-
temptible; my sawing is weak; but my screwing and
nailing are now almost up to professional standard,
being sure, cool, masterful This covering of the card
table was my opportunity, for there were fourteen
trim screws to be taken out and put in again, and
tacks innumerable to hold the smooth green felt in
position. It would be hard to say which gives me the
more pleasure, the tack, that little epigram of the nail-
box, demanding only a tiny push with the finger and